The Sepulchre
Author: Beezlebob (https://archiveofourown.org/users/Beezlebob/pseuds/Beezlebob)


Summary:
idk i started writing, i'll add more chapters n stuffff, but for now u get this much--I also thought that having a little spin on the story, so not a whole lot will be the same, I'm keeping in major details, but I'm changing around a lot, just you wait ;)

PS. I'll probably update Chptr 1 just cause its a lil short ;-;

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
Andrew slowly woke, his fleeting dreams escaping his mind as he did. Awoken by a commotion of clattering & curses, Andrew already knew who was causing this morning's catastrophe; letting out an ample sigh, he tugged and turned in his bed, attempting to fall back into his slumber again, but it was to no avail. His body ached from the previous night; the screaming from upstairs, and the loud noises that followed left him worried, he stayed up most of the night doing chores and watching the news, both because he wanted to make sure they were safe and to see if another noise would arise, but none did.

His thoughts returned to the current world, where his body lay still and motionless; holding in a small chuckle from the apparent struggles of his sister in the other room. Though out of good conscious, he slowly rose and drugged over towards the door to the connected kitchen and living room. The light creak from the wood casting a low noise underneath his feet; and the much louder creak that followed from the door retracting into their room as he exited.

“Hey, Ashley..what are you doing?”

He noticed her abrupt stop and slow turn, he was met with her recurring devious smile, one that meant she’d been up to no good. He let out a low sigh, staring in both an upset state and one of awe. How she’d fucked up their kitchen so badly was beyond him, this should definitely be the last time he allows her to go near their kitchen. It was worse considering all the Warden would give them was canned food and filthy water; which aggravated him immensely, but if he’d spoken out about it, who knows if they’d even continue feeding them. It was easy to blame a dead person for not eating, after all.

It still upset him. To see his younger sister, spry and lively as she was, so underweight; he could easily riot for his obsessed sister, but she’d end in a worse condition than she was already in.

The past few months weren’t easy, being cut out of most people's lives and hardly being contacted by their parents. He knew Ashley didn’t care too much, she always had a bad streak record with their family, and outsiders. Andrew often being the social one, was always on a chain leash to Ashley; her rambunctious behaviors and speech often overrode his type of romance and connections.

“I WAS cooking breakfast for you, Andy~”

Again. That stupid fucking nickname, he hated to hear it–every time it was spoken, he felt like he was someone else, or was supposed to act differently. Originally, she called him because of their childhood nicknames, and their open conversations with each other were proof of their trust. However, over the past couple of months, he just felt trapped.

“Let me do it next time, dumbass. I’m not cleaning this shit up.”

He spoke with a slightly angry tone, already knowing that he was about to be wrapped up in another tantrum, but they usually joked around like this; a lot of people he met had called it toxic, but it just seemed normal to him, their ugly insults, and rude comments to each other. His “anger” meant that Ashley should mess with him more, or at least in her mind it must’ve.

“Somebody woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”

Her voice echoed in his brain, both upsetting and angering him even further as she knew full well she just fucked up their kitchen, and it would easily take a few hours to clean all the shit off of the walls, cupboards, etc. He brought his hand to his face, sighing into it once more; impressed by her stupidity.

“You fucked up our whole kitchen. I’m not doing your dirty work again-”

“Breakfast is served!”

She quickly cut him off at the end, handing a plate to him of something that he’d never in his wildest dreams have eaten before, but now any food tasted fine. It had just been that long since he’d been able to have decent fucking food. He would get better food, but they were quarantined until they were confirmed without parasites, not to mention the Warden was no charity worker. He quickly scarfed down the plate of unknown food.

He finalized, his eyes still flickering off and on as it hadn’t been too long since he’d woken up, he approached the living room, switching on the television, hoping something at least interesting was being played. Unsurprisingly, they were playing the same soda ad for the millionth time in a fucking row, which was really starting to piss him off; while other things played, he always turned it on to this ad.

 

“Andyyyyyy. I’m bored.”

God, she was annoying. How he’d lived with Ashley for so long marveled even himself, quickly standing up and letting the television run, he slowly approached the porch, waving Ashley to come to follow him. He sat down on one of the chairs they had overlooking the town, the sun rising in its bright, and unfettered fashion. He pulled out a cigarette, scouring around for his lighter, a pale hand appeared in front of his gaze and lit it for him–turning to face Ashley, who had his lighter. He watched as she slowly descended into the chair next to him, as he puffed out smoke.

“This place is hell, I wanna jump off the balcony sometimes..”

He joked, but sometimes he felt like he was serious; it was a recurring joke that he kept asking her, always which she met with the answer of.

“Ooh. I’ll race you!”

He laughed, the joke was always funny to him; his daring and darling sister always had the ability to raise or lower his current mood. He slowly placed his hand on her head, ruffling her nightly hair, fluffy and silky. He liked living with her, it brought his mood to a better place..for the most part; she was always entertaining, and he let his smile continue.

“I’ll bet the news is actually playing instead of that ad..care to join?”

“I’ve got nothing better to do.”

He shrugged, and for the first time, agreed with her point; what else was there to do except watch television, call up their parents sometimes, and occasionally do work around the apartment? Just then, he heard some eerie noises coming from next door–unsure if it was some type of insanity from his neighbor, which he couldn’t blame. Luckily for him, the curious imp beside him stepped into action.

“Never mind, Andy. Looks like we have something more interesting to see~”

She grinned sheepishly, enough for Andrew to get shivers sent down his spine, he watched her place a board across their balconies, which still surprised, and worried him that they had a board of that size. Upon both of their crossing, they both quickly stared into the see-through door.

Their eyes landed on a man, dressed in robes to conceal himself, listening to music with some type of satanic circle beneath him, candles lighting the darkened room, thanks to the slow rise of the sun, this part of the apartment was still dark. They watched as some cosmic entity arrived out of thin air, Andrew stared more intensely as he was intrigued by this profound knowledge.
He hadn’t heard as much as Ashley probably did, but he heard snippets of their conversation.

“But if you help me get out of here, I’ll give you anything!”

“As yOu WisH, hUmAn.”

“My Lord!! Thank you!”

“PeRisH”

Those were the last words he heard before darkness clouded his vision, rendering him unable to see what had happened. Moments later, the darkness clears, and his eyes land on an unmoving, lifeless corpse in the center of the room.

Both Ashley and Andrew are uncertain of how to respond, staring at each other dumbfounded. It took a multitude of moments before one of them even attempted to form a sentence, but he was glad it was Ashley.

“So uh..I’m not delirious from these past few months right..you saw that?”
“Should we..check on him?”

Andrew did not want to step anywhere near that room, but knowing Ashley’s investigative soul, he conceded to help her. Though he was seriously thinking about leaving the situation at what they had just seen.

—---------------------------------------------------------------------

Ashley quickly walked over the plank again, grabbing Andrew’s ashtray, smashing it against the windowed door, and entering the iron-scented room, alongside a lifeless corpse in the center of it, but thankfully she was able to quickly shut off the god-awful music from the CD player. She glanced around the room while her cowardly brother slowly followed, spotting a book and some other things. Grabbing the “Demon Summoning for Dummies vol.666,” slightly curious if there were actually 665 other volumes.

“Well, this place is cozy.”

She spoke abruptly in the quiet, fulfilled atmosphere, staring at the corpse that lay in front of both her and Andrew–staring in temptation, the thoughts flooding of the food they’d been eating. What a waste of meat..

“Yeah..”

She heard her darling brother reply, yet she felt the need to expand, feeling all of his worry and watching his gaze; watched with hunger, or maybe it was her self-reflecting.

“You want to eat him!”

She watched Andrew quickly scuffle for an answer, obviously of which was no, but she wanted to get a rise out of him somehow, and in her opinion, it was kind of funny.

“What!? No!”

“I think we should. With the shit they’ve been feeding us, it can’t hurt.”

She was unsure if Andrew was contemplating it, or trying to make of a situation to get away from her, both of which made her smile. A few moments later, they were chopping him up. In her mind, it was as simple as that to get Andrew to help her with unbelievable things. They placed the parts into small bags and quickly returned to their Apartment.

“Don't think the spine could've fit..we're lucky nobody was out of their apartment.”

Andrew spoke, obviously still shaken up about the whole situation. Ashley however was rather happy, she was going to cook a good meal for Andrew, and he would let her in the kitchen regardless of his previous ban, first, they needed to clean it though..

“Andy~you clean the kitchen, I’ll deal with the body.”

She’d never seen his head turn so quickly, she couldn’t resist a cackle as he stared her dead in the eyes–maybe with hatred, maybe with love; sometimes she couldn’t tell what was going on inside his little head. She’d never cooked human meat before though..maybe she shouldn’t try. She quickly shook her thoughts, as there was no going back now.

-------------------------------------

He was mortified with himself on the inside, he'd cut up a deadman with a clever, and he still felt so calm. That was what scared him the most, he was worried, he was anxious, and so many bad things could happen because of this one little incident that they blew out of proportion into some type of cannibal novel. That's when Ashley spoke again.

What choice did Andrew have? He was obviously not going to handle this body, it was filthy, it was..inhumane. How Ashley was still joking around in this situation was beyond him, but he could only keep up his brave little front as he continued to converse with his sister; who had been acting strange the majority of how long he'd been awake--and normally that didn't bother him, but he was in hypersense after this..

"I'll..take the kitchen, thanks."

He watched his sister shrug in response, a small worried smile arrived on his face finally, mostly because he was thankful to not have to deal with it; still remorseful. It slowly dissipated as he began working on the disgusting kitchen that Ashley had completely glorified with all types of weird wasted food or stuff that had rotted before he'd even seen them. Which was saying something either about the workers or about Ashley.

Once he completed his task, his last one was to await the arrival and cleaning of his sister; so he sat down on the couch and flicked on the news--watching it intently, he was usually entertained by this, but now he wanted to check on Ashely, he was curious. One of the worst human feelings in existence.

After what felt like an eternity, she returned. She seemed unphased, or at least she seemed unchanged--which both relieved and made him anxious, it reminded him of awful memories. It reminded him of the time they'd killed someone before, a poor and innocent girl. Maybe that's how he got this amoeba stuck to him, he fell victim to an easy trap, and his influenced mind took the blame. Another part of him disagreed with this.

"How'd it go?"

He asked quizzically, a slow smile creeping its way onto his face, slightly in anguish, but he persevered through that rough feeling and cracked a small, but visible smile towards his lovely sister. She reciprocated the smile, and joined him on the couch, laying her head on his lap and slowly scrunching up, her legs leaning off the side of the couch.

"As good as you would assume."

She was beginning to sound a lot like him, and while he didn't mind it, it was really weird. Instead of her normal joyous response, she was quieter. Maybe she felt guilty, or she was planning some type of surprise that would end poorly for him. He could just tell, she was not discrete in her attitude change about these types of things. He just knew.

"Glad you came to join me."

He was glad that she came over to join him, they had often had nights like this, where they would come close together and would watch the television, or simply just talk--whether it be on the bed, or on the couch. He often had nightmares, so he slept with Ashley in her bed, but he couldn't blame it on the nightmares every time...He quickly shook his head out of those thoughts, pushing them to the back of his mind to rot alongside the other ones.

"Anything interesting~?"

He shook his head, nothing usually came on that was interesting in the morning, it was all news of government standards, weather changes, or that dumb fucking soda ad. One of which somehow reveled his sister's mind, which really, REALLY disappointed him. However, who was he to judge her interests and what not--though he did it a lot anyway.



Chapter 2: Deceit. Freedom. Escape.
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Chapter Text
The next couple of days didn’t pass by any quicker, it was a constant cycle of Andrew and Ashley’s bickering alongside the Warden’s visit every couple of days, and after a while, the Warden grew more impatient with the male next door, Andrew could hear him through the walls yelling and banging on their dead neighbors door. The guilt only ate away at Andrew as the walls felt like they’d become tighter than before, his breathing hitched, and his anxiety sky-rocketed. They would find out that it was Andrew and Ashley. Was this it for them?

Andrew suddenly felt a large weight fall on him, bringing him out of his small attack; happening ever so often now. It was Ashley. He couldn’t help but release a small smile at his sister, who’d reciprocated his smile.

“You okay Andy~?”

Her words were quiet, but they felt so loud as she spoke quietly into his ear, her hot breath reaching. Andrew honestly didn’t know if he was okay, with everything that happened so suddenly. He expressed deep disinterest in it; he wasn’t scared, and maybe he wasn’t even guilty. He couldn’t tell his own emotions, it just didn’t feel right to say he was guilty, or worried. Maybe he was more scared that Ashley’s influence on him was so strong—his strangely convincing, toxic sister. He could only be reminded of the countless times that he’d had a girlfriend, and she’d talked them away. It gave him a strange sense of security.

“Considering the circumstances, I think I’m alright.”

He ignored the strange feeling in his chest, but instead spoke up. Surely Ashley wasn’t so idiotic as to think that the Warden wouldn’t eventually find out that they’d butchered the man next door. While they didn’t technically kill him, nobody would believe them if they’d blamed it on a demon. His volume matching his sister’s previous one, he let out a sigh before speaking.

“Leyley, that warden is going to come check on the neighbor’s apartment, we’ve got to clean up the mess in there.”

He was hopeful, and honestly thought they could use the chance to stay clean, maybe even escape–it was their best bet, and honestly, he’d thought Ashley would decline, but instead, she complained and complied with his statement. Just then the Warden had appeared, knocking on their door, and his face dropped. He quickly stood up walking over to the door, motioning for Ashley to quickly run over and clean the mess.

“Fineeeee. I’ll go clean it up. You find something to distract him with.”

Andrew had the perfect idea, he quickly scattered around for a book, any type of book. He grabbed one and quickly made his way over to the door, the Warden’s constant banging persisting.

An: “Fuck, we’re alive.. we’re alive.”
W: “Good. Just checking.”

An: “Wait! We’ve been hungry for a bit, I have a deal for you.”

W: “I’m listening..”

Good! He had bought Ashley time, it was now up to him to fabricate a lie that would fool the Warden just long enough for Ashley to get in and out of there. The only thought that came to mind when it came to obstructive, sleazy middle-aged men was mags, and so that was the lie he went with.

An: “Listen, I have some books in here! Great read, you can use them while you jack off or something..”

W: “You said it’s fine literature?”

An: “Oh yeah. Real fine.”

W: “What do you want for it.”

Andrew had to stall longer. Could he stall long enough for Ashley to finish cleaning? Surely she shouldn’t be taking this long to clean up all the stuff in the room..he let out a silent sigh before continuing his negotiations.

An: “A pack of noodles for one book.”

W: “Deal.”

An: “We’ll exchange via mail slot.”

W: “You first.”

An: “Hell no! I’ve got more to lose than you.”

W: “Whatever..no deal then. Who knows what games you’re playing!”

Fuck. He’d botched their chance at a better meal for a couple of days, but when he’d heard the footsteps of the Warden once more, he called for him. No response. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Andrew quickly grabbed the cleaver that he’d butchered the neighbor with and hastily tried to make his way over to Ashley. He was not losing her to some stuck-up, porn-addicted, warden.

—-----------------------------------------------------

Ashley slowly crept her way into their previous neighbor’s apartment. It wasn’t as cozy as it felt before, and maybe if she’d been in the mood for some tunes, she’d have turned on the music–but now didn’t feel like a good time with Andrew distracting the Warden right next door. She quickly glanced around the room, searching for tools to clean up the mess they’d made in the room previously. Luckily for Ashley, she spotted a mop across the room. She began mopping around the room, attempting to clean the circle that the cultist had made; with no luck.

At this point, she’d heard a few yells from the Warden; most likely from Andrew’s distracting bartering. She was halfway done, anything that could be traced back to them was gone, and the only thing remaining was herself. Just then, knocking was heard on the door; she didn’t have time to get out, so she quickly ran over to one of the cupboards and hid in it.

Ashley heard the door open, the loud creak pressing on its way open. She felt a bit of sweat drip from her forehead, she couldn’t get caught. She quickly placed her hand over her mouth to prevent any type of sound from coming out of it.

W: “Hey, you in here?”

Ashley’s quick, quiet breath was uncontrollable, and maybe the Warden had heard her, as she heard footsteps approaching her. The light of the room illuminated her in the cupboard, face to face with the Warden that had tormented the people in the building, she was struck with fear.

W: “What are you doing in here!”

His arm extended to grab Ashley, she closed her eyes, awaiting the touch of a stranger that would take her away from Andrew. She waited a few moments more, a liquid landing on her, the scent she wouldn’t mistake; she was covered in blood. Not her blood though, behind the corpse of the Warden she spotted Andrew, a bloody cleaver in hand. Her heart began to slow at the realization that she was safe. Safe with Andrew.

“Hey…”

“Come on, Leyley. Let’s go.”

Andrew’s safe and loving arms extended to her, his bloody hand outstretched for her own, she slowly accepted his hand and rose; giving her brother a nice hug.

As: “Thought I got caught there..”

An: “You did.”

As: “Happens to the best of us.”

An: “Whatever.”
He spoke angrily, but she didn’t care that much, as long as they were together. She heard a jingle from the side of her head, the clanking of metal, awfully similar to keys; and to her surprise, they were. They could leave. They could get out of this place, which she didn’t mind the place aside from starving, but to explore; to explore with Andrew. How could she be anything but pleased?

As: “No nervous breakdown this time?”

An: “I am not in the mood for your shit right now, Ashley.”

As: “Aight..”

Andrew quickly unlocked the door, and the light poured in from the hallway, leaving Ashley to cover them with her hand for a few moments as they wandered down the hallway to the elevator; seeing its inability to function. They found the control room, which was full of cameras on the floors–there were multiple Wardens. Maybe they just got the shitty one.

An: “Shit. We’ve got to be careful…”

As: “Tell me about it..”

—------------------------------------------------------------------

Andrew slowly thought of a plan in his head, luckily there was no Warden on the floor below them, but they needed to catch them off guard for the lower floors. He noticed one of the doors wasn’t boarded like the rest, meaning either the person was on loose restraints, or it was a regular meeting spot. And after grabbing the keys and walkie-talkie, he knew that they weren’t meeting anywhere. That was their best bet. He signaled Ashley to follow him as he went down the stairs to the 3rd floor.

Andrew slowly approached the door, his hand meeting the cold steel of the shivering handle–slowly turning it to reveal a brightly lit room with a woman lying on her bed. She was about to scream, but Andrew quickly took action and put the cleaver to her neck, silencing her.

“Not a peep. I’ll kill you right here.”

She stopped her sudden resistance and sat there still as a rock. Ashley quickly approached behind him, inspecting things around the room. It was as if the woman in this room was living like a queen. It sort of pissed him off.

“Andy! I have an idea. What if you call them to the room, and we get the demon to eat his soul?”

Andrew sighed, not because it was a dumb idea; but because the idea could work, but did he want to risk his sister for this? It was their only shot at escape, so with great reluctance, he spoke.
“Fine. But we get this one to do the talking.”

The woman froze, mostly with fear. He saw Ashley run off and quickly held the walkie-talkie to the female. He spoke quietly and softly before he turned it on–in a rather intimidating tone of voice.

“Tell them to meet you in room 405.”

—-----------------------------------------------

Ashley quickly made her way up the stairs and into the room labeled 405, she went inside and relit all of the candles she’d previously blown out from the cleaning she attempted to do before the currently deceased warden had showed up. Upon finishing the complete circle and lighting all the candles, she flicked on the music that started this whole mess from before. Within moments of the music and her voice leering the demon to come, it appeared. The room was lit with a strange, ominous red light and held a strangely shaped entity in the middle of the circle. It spoke.

“WhAT dO yOu offEr?”

Just then, a voice from outside came, calling for a name she hadn’t heard but assumed it was the warden’s name.

“Malcom?”

The warden entered the room, the dim room was apparent, it was practically dark aside from the strange red light in the center; his voice came again, instead with suggestive remarks–in which she didn’t even want to know what the employees had been getting up to.

“Ah, HIM! I offer him!”

She quickly let out to the demon as it pressured her more and more with its non-stop glare and strangely intimidating vernacular. Shortly after, the screams of the warden filled her ears, mostly of delight; but with minor hints of remorse for the guy.

As: “So…how was it..?”

D: “humAn WitH tAR coLORed sOul..i GivE yOu tHis.”

The creature bestowed her some strange small object, it looked similar to that of a dream catcher, but it also looked different. She couldn’t place her finger on it–but it gave her a small sense of confidence.

D: “hOLd it FoR aN oCcAsiOnAL cLaiRvOyAnt dReaM.”

As: “Thank you!!”

She spoke hurriedly, as the creature slowly vanished. She let out a small sigh of relief, both thankful it left, and thankful it killed the guy. She half expected it to just kill her instead, but luckily he came right on time; she couldn’t help but feel a little proud of herself. She quickly yanked the keys of the Warden for the 2nd floor, and a fully-loaded gun; she could put this to use on that lady downstairs..

She flashed down the flight of stairs and ended up in the room that Andrew was in once more, but it seemed that Andrew was one step ahead of her, as the first thing she’d noticed was the bloody bed and cold corpse of the woman she saw minutes before.

As: “....What happened?”

An: “She tried to shoot me with a nail gun..”

As: “How on earth? I thought you were holding her in place?”

An: “Well I let go.”

Ashley couldn’t contain an audible sigh as their conversation continued, she was seriously worried about dying while this guy was down here fucking around with their hostage; she already assumed that she offered him some “special service” and maybe she did, but Ashley was too paranoid about her brother and the skanks that surrounded him.

As: “....Why?”

An: “You were taking a while. I figured she wouldn’t try anything as long as I had my cleaver…lesson learned.”

As: “How interesting. That you’d want to take your chances with that. For no reason…..”

She said suggestively, watching Andrew’s face morph into one of curiosity, and probably knowing where she was going, and suggesting–but like the idiot brother he is, he asked anyway.

“..What are you getting at?”

“You did say she was pretty..”

Ashley averted her gaze to the floor, as Andrew let out an even more audible groan than her previous sigh, which in all honesty surprised her. She thought all he could do was complain and find tramps to satisfy himself.

An: “I didn’t try anything with her!”

As: “Yeah, yeah. And her I was wondering why you insisted on staying behind. Andrew shoots his load, while I risk getting shot by the warden.”

She reverted her gaze to Andrew, her rage building as their conversation continued, she didn’t trust her brother not to waver and try things with some random girl that was under their power–and she wouldn’t put it past him to get seduced either.

An: “Are you unaware that lady is dead right now?”

As: “I guess she said no. God, I can’t believe what a dumbass you are when it comes to women.”

An: “For the last time, I wasn’t trying to get with her! Even if I did, which I didn’t, so what? She’s dead now. What’s your problem? Every fucking time.”

That was her last straw, she raised her voice at him, mainly in anger, but it was filled with a combination of multiple different emotions, jealousy, fear, and probably some leftover adrenaline from her close encounter with the demon.

As: “Every time some fucking floozy comes around–! Always the same with you.”

An: “I didn’t fuck the lady, and keep out of my love life, Ashley. My girlfriend broke up with me because you harassed the hell out of her.”

As: “What, she told you? What a tattletale..you’re better off without loose-lipped whores like that.”

An: “We’re continuing this later…”

Ashley wanted to continue with this conversation, angry; her brother slowly left the room as she stood in rage. They didn’t have time for this. He chose her. He chose her before. When they locked her in the crate. He chose her. She calmed herself, glad the girl died. She should have picked another guy to try to fuck with.

She followed Andrew out of the room, before stepping into his back stumbling back.

“Our quest continues..? What did we name this episode again? Andy and–”

“Okay, but I’m not gonna be Andy anymore. He’s so..spineless. I hate Leyley beyond belief.”

Ashley let out an audible noise, of both confusion and offense from his statement; she thought she was practically perfect. In a sense. How dare her slut-attracting brother speak about her like that, it definitely hit a spot that offended her.

As: “HUH!?..”
An: “She better stay here and die with Andy. That way ME and YOU can leave.”

Ashley stayed quiet for a moment and another. Was the only way to solve this by giving up these cute little nicknames they’d had forever? She could agree, she would just call him Andy later–eventually, he’ll give into her will. Just like he did back then, and just like he did when they ate their neighbor.

As: “.....Fine.”

An: “I like you, but you’re so exhausting.”

As: “Nonsense. I’m invigorating.”

An: “Let’s leave and never revisit this conversation.”

And that’s what they did, she filled him in on the collection of both the F2 keycard and the gun that she had picked up previously. They quickly made their way to the 2nd floor, as there was no longer a warden there.

They found an open window when they came down, and seeing how it was the only 2nd floor, she quickly pointed it out to him.

An: Great. Jump.”

As: “Tempt me not, Andrew! It is only the second floor..”

They searched around the hallway when she quickly had an idea to use the elongated carpet that stretched across the narrow hall. Andrew shunned her for the idea without finding something first that would hold it in place, and she immediately thought of the nail gun; running upstairs real quick to grab it, before coming down and showing it to him. Both of them used the nail gun to nail the carpet to the floor. It didn’t look stable. But Ashley took her chances, being the first of the two of them to jump out the window.

They both slowly walked out on the path outside after both climbing down, they chatted a moment as they walked sluggishly. Ashley hadn’t had actual walking space like this in a while, it was nice to feel the breeze against her face.

As: “What now?”

An: “Well, we’ll skip town. Maybe take someone’s identity or something and continue our lives..”

As: “Let’s start by catching a bus…”

She felt happy. He was stuck with her now, and they were in this completely together, with no other girl to attract his attention away from her.

Once the bus had arrived, they quickly hopped on and got the hell out of there. She leaned against her brother’s fatigued shoulders, a light smile spread across her face gently, and mischievously. They hadn’t a destination, their only goal was somewhere far from this area, and maybe they could find some place to settle for a small amount of time. These thoughts slowly rushed out of her mind as her eyes began flickering before they shut. Her consciousness slowly drifted off.



Chapter 3: Life. Evil. Uprising.
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Chapter Text
Awakening to the shaking of her brother, she slowly found herself waking; though she felt as groggy as one could–she let out a small yawn as Andrew shook her. She was barely in reality when the Bus Driver began yelling, probably at them. Ashley slowly stood, her hand grasped by her brother who led her out of the bus; which hastily sped off leaving a small trail of dust.

“What..was that about..?”

She yawned once more. In occurrence to these yawns she was slowly but surely waking up, they landed at some motel-type area, it had a nice park to the right, and a coffee place to the right, which is where they headed first, thankfully.

“We were on the bus too long..”

Watching the small shrug that Andrew gave her, she couldn’t help but place her other hand over her mouth, and let out a fake gasp at the situation. It kinda pissed her off that they were so rude about it though–should have sacrificed the driver.

“So…what next?”

Ashley was curious. They hadn’t had any goal on where to go, and they didn’t have any place to be, the only reason they ended up in such a fortunate spot was because the bus driver was upset with them. They had a bit of cash from the cultist that they’d stolen, it could probably buy them a couple nights in the motel. Luckily, Andrew had a similar idea.

“First things first, we should check in the motel. We still have money from the cultist, and the remaining of our own.”

Ashley nodded, being led about by Andrew. Once they’d checked in at the motel, which luckily for them was one of the only ones that took straight cash, they entered their room. The place was rather clean and it had a nice atmosphere, Ashley already knew it was going to get much messier while they occupied it. However, being free again was nice, she felt the nice outside air from ground level and wasn’t locked away like Rapunzel in her tower.

Ashley felt ever fatigued though, she slowly laid on the bed on the right, slumping over and nearly passing out instantly, but before she did, she wanted to make sure Andrew didn’t just stay here because she was sleeping.

“You go out if you want…I’m gonna rest here.”

She could get out before her eyes became heavier, and her breath became slower; she felt more tired than before.

—---------------------------------------------------------------------

Andrew let out a small sigh as his sister drifted into a slumber beside him. Maybe he should soak in the freedom while it lasts; he felt a bit worried leaving Ashley on her own though, but a few minutes never hurt anyone. It seemed like she trusted him enough to not go hit on some girl or something. She seemed adamant about that previously.

Andrew slowly approached the door, opening it, and locking it as he closed it behind him. He slowly pinched his nose and fixed his eyes. Walking down the small steps he thought about a few things–like how they might be chased because of their escape, or how they could be ratted out to every police in the area, all of which were bad thoughts.

Once Andrew started walking, the thoughts came flooding in faster, one after another. He slowly etched his way over towards the coffee shop, which had probably no customers this late in the day–but he took his chances, and luckily they were open. Andrew walked inside the establishment, the door ringing as he entered. He approached the counter and ordered a black coffee. He’d grown so used to the bitter taste of everything that he preferred over many things now, which unfortunately he didn’t like.

Andrew waited until his name was called by the barista, his heart pounding as he checked out the window every few seconds in worry that someone would catch them. His paranoia sank in even deeper, and he began watching the outside; every person's footsteps and every person's slight movements, whether it be checking a watch, typing, etc.

“Andrew?”

Andrew hastily turned, calming down only to realize that it was the barista calling his name from behind the counter; he approached once more, and grabbed the coffee from her hands, signaling a thank you with a nod. He quickly left the cafe, probably quicker than he should have–but he left nonetheless.

His heart was beating wildly inside his chest, and the surrounding people didn’t aid his pattering heart of worry...Ashley. He quickly turned towards the direction of their motel, what was supposed to take a few minutes ended up taking around twenty more minutes than anticipated. He marched faster and faster grasping the coffee in his hand. Stopping before their door, he quickly searched his pocket for the keys and unlocked the door.

Stepping in quickly he spotted Ashley, fast asleep atop the bed, and all his worries vanished. Letting out a small sigh of relief, Andrew closed the door behind him, and walked over to the television, turning it on while he took sips from the coffee he had just gotten from the cafe. He threw his head back in fatigue. He once told Ashley to take it easy, and maybe he should have listened to his own advice…

“...-ext on the channel, a parasite testing apartment has burned down. Everyone died, yes everyone.”

Andrew heard as he quickly turned back to face the television that was spouting nonsense, but it was a plausible story, and it meant that people wouldn’t come looking for them too. He still had the aching feeling that someone would send somebody though, having known of their escape, he doubted they would try to silence Ashley and him. Right on queue, a small snore arose from his sister’s delicate body, and he couldn’t help but smile. Her sudden movements were caught by his peripheral vision, the rocking back and forth of her frail limbs; it gave him shivers to think how awful she was.

Andrew slowly approached the bed his sister was lying in; scuttling and moving into it with her–strangely enough, she brought about his nightmares, but she also made them go away. Who would’ve known that this little imp had infested his life, taking advantage of the sore, moldy spot that remained for her? He slowly placed his hands hugging her waist, the soft skin of his mess of a younger sister met his cold, rough hands; the warmth revitalizing his own. Moments like these his eyes often wandered, slowly but surely they became heavier weights that he struggled to hold open, and willingly this time, he gave in.

—-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

Ashley's morning began with an unexpected yet heartwarming sight. She opened her eyes to find her older brother nestled close to her, his arms wrapped gently around her waist, and his rhythmic, soft breathing brushing against her neck. The warmth of their shared embrace provided an immediate sense of comfort, making her morning all the more special.

A small, groggy smile graced Ashley's face as she slowly became aware of the precious moment they were sharing. Her fingers began to wander through her brother's hair, tracing slow, circular patterns with a tenderness that only siblings could understand. The strands of his hair curled around her fingertips and then gently unfurled, the repetitive motion becoming a soothing, affectionate rhythm.

In this quiet, serene moment, her brother seemed remarkably vulnerable, his guard down in the safety of their sibling bond. The affectionate gesture with her fingers was a silent acknowledgment of their unbreakable connection.

Ashley's thoughts flooded in, and her smile turned manic for a brief moment. She recognized the uniqueness of this moment, knowing that her brother had chosen to be with her, seeking solace in her presence, rather than with anyone else. She was more important than any other slut on the market that he’d met, she was the MOST important. She was his everything.

Though she had just awoken, she felt increasingly tired with her brother stuck to her like a sloth, so she went back down easily and smiled as she slowly drifted off. This time was different though.

Ashley awoke, but she wasn’t awake–she knew that subconsciously, it was quiet, the television was on, but shared no noise. The dim room was quieter than she’d liked it to be, just then a slow, loud creak of the door came from her right, and she was unable to move. It was as if her body was asleep, inside shuffled a hooded man, wielding a blade; obviously to do no good with, she watched the man creep over towards Andrew & herself. Filled with worry she attempted to wake Andrew, just for the two of their throats to be sliced.

This time upon her waking, she wasted no time. Quickly shaking Andrew awake, pushing faster and harder each time he tried to resist her efforts. She was sweating, and her blood ran cold; she was scared, she couldn’t lose Andrew to some fuckin hitman.

“WAKE UP. WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE.”

She stood quickly, grabbing the half-asleep Andrew, who also quickly shuffled to grab a few things as they quickly exited out the door and towards the cafe area, standing on the other side of an arch-bridge, where they stood for multiple moments. After quite a bit, Andrew was onto his 4th cigarette, which was quite frankly pissing her off, she quickly turned back from watching to face her brother.

As: “Way to blow money.”

An: “I’m bored and cold. Fuck off.”

Ashley felt bad about dragging him out of her, but she’d seen it. She’d seen it so clearly, her brother’s cutlet throat, and the blood pouring from his neck. Ashley shivered at the thought once more as she began to collect her thoughts, just then a few footsteps could be heard & Andrew quickly grabbed her, covering her mouth. Instead, a cloaked man walked past them, one of which looked nothing like the man she’d seen but he seemed awfully familiar...

As: “Didn’t we eat that guy?”

An: “Where do you think he’s going?”

As: “ Why a sex and drugs party with demons, duh. Why are you asking me?”

An: “Should we follow him…?”

As: “Ugh..fine. You go.”

And almost in a heartbeat, Andrew took off, leaving you to watch for the cold-blooded killer that was going to attempt to kill you; though you stood cold and fearful. You were too adrenaline-shaken to care too much about the other finer details.

—-------------------------------------------------------------------

Andrew slowly approached the alleyway that the cultist had gone down, hearing a couple of voices; two of which were mocking a man they didn’t wait for in the elevator. A few angry curses were heard as he went down the elevator shortly after. Andrew emerged from the shadow in his chance, the bright elevator was lit with bright lights and a nice metal cage. It required a code, and he sighed in frustration. Luckily for him, he moved his head a few feet to the left and stared at a 3-digit code that fit the elevator panel. 666. How anti-climatic.

The hum of confirmation coming from the elevator only made Andrew sigh even deeper at the lack of intelligence from the cultists. The elevator quickly descended leaving a ding when it opened, and two cultists awaited outside, giving him a fuss about what he was wearing, and how he wasn’t supposed to be there.

“Isn’t this the sex and drugs party with demons?”

They both quickly shut down his joke, props to Ashley, confessing they weren’t exactly sure what the meeting was too. In assumption, Andrew would have to find some other way in, as these two were obviously not going to let him through without a robe. Ascending once more, Andrew hummed himself a tune as the elevator arrived atop once more. Thankfully, his eagle eyes spotted a small card left out by one of the employees, he quickly walked over and snatched it, slipping into the employee lounge door.

The lounge was a nice warm room, with mediocre decorations, and a few kitchen appliances; he noticed two coffee trays in front of the elevator, probably being brought down for the little demon meet and greet they had to go on. Just then a few noises came from the elevator and Andrew quickly hid in a closet. The cultist’s voice echoed as they grabbed and brought the cart into the elevator before descending. Smiling, he just found his way in; he quickly grabbed a curtain and placed it over the trays hiding inside the cart.

Eventually, he comes to a stop in a room that is quiet, he peeked out and found himself in the clear, quickly moving out and peaking around the corner. They were obviously attempting to summon a demon, but even with this many people, and the musical prayers from the people came no response. His Ashley did this shit first try, he thought pridefully.

After he quickly made his way out of the place and returned to Ashley, who’d been waiting patiently for the culprit to appear, he snuck up on her placing his hands on her shoulder.

“Well, that was useless..how much longer are we going to wait here?”

Right on time, a man exits his car wearing a hood and glasses.

“T-That’s him!”

Ashley stammered out, and Andrew nodded. They watched the male quickly make his way towards their room and run inside. Just like that, it took him little to no effort to get in–he felt relief that Ashley got them out of there. Still, the problem was how they were going to get their stuff, and how they were going to deal with the hitman.

“Yikes. He really went into our room, just like that..”

Most people would at least take time to get into a door, especially if it was locked, but the guy simply ran in–maybe they left it unlocked because of their quick evacuation, but he still worried. What the hell were they going to do now…?



Chapter 4: Summon. Failure. Resent.
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This chapter is kind of a lot of talking--next chapter will have more thorough details and go into depth more when the park scene and stuff. :)
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Chapter Text
Andrew wasn’t sure whether he was confused or worried; having someone break into his house was more taboo than it was common. How’d he get in so quick…? Where did-

“You still doubted me!?”

Ashley interrupted. He finished his thought, aloud this time–hoping Ashley could at the very least give him some words that weren’t completely useless. Like maybe she’d become a genius for a little bit, or just a tad smarter..

“Where’d he get the key…? Should we leave? We’re supposed to vacate the room in the morning anyway.”

Honestly, it was the easier route; they hadn’t had much stuff, and the room felt a bit empty aside from their clothing. They could easily just walk away with their lives and hope the man wouldn’t chase them afterward.

“Our stuff is still in there.”

Andrew sighed, they barely had anything after they had to get rid of all the shit she kept with them. Ashley gave him such a headache sometimes, and she wasn’t necessarily the best company, but it felt right.

“What stuff? We sold off most of the junk you were hoarding..and I can live without the trash and laundry.”

 

It wasn’t really worth much, and most of the items were easily replaceable; plus there’s no point in collecting clothes before they meet their demise.

“Well like someone pointed out, we can’t keep wasting money buying new clothes.”

Ashley spoke obviously hinting from his own previous words–and she was right, but were their lives really worth it..?

“I am not risking my life getting in there to rescue your socks.”

“It’s my better bra, actually. This new one sucks.”

Of course, it was. Why did he think Ashley had a presumably good reason for doing this idiotic act? He slowly placed his hand over his face, sighing once more; he couldn’t believe she actually wanted to go save her bra. With a literal killer inside of their room.

 

“Still not interested. In fact, I’m somehow even less inclined now.”

As: “You know nothing of my troubles! …Regardless, I think we have to kill that guy though. He’s specifically after us for whatever reason! Even if we run away now, won’t he keep coming after us?”

She wasn’t wrong. Logically speaking, if was a targeted attack then they were in deeper shit than he thought, and supposedly that was true again. They did need to kill this guy, whether he liked it or not.

As: “Hmph! He’s definitely hiding in the closet or something, waiting for us to go back to sleep. Let’s lure him somewhere less conspicuous.”

An: “And then what?”

As: “You have to ask?”

He let out a sigh, she was right to think they had to kill him, but was there no other way to deal with this situation for everyone to keep their lives? Whatever, this was the path given, and the cards that were dealt to them. Somewhere less conspicuous….he had just the place. Slowly walking towards the alleyway that he previously came from. The darkly lit alleyway displayed the elevator once more, missing its radiance.

He had keys in his back pocket, quickly shuffling his way towards the employee-only door, jangling the keys as he went to unlock the door. Ashley’s gaze stared at a hole in his back; she obviously didn’t trust him enough to take them into some strange room. They slowly entered, and she finally spoke up.

As: “--dreeeeeeeeewwwwwww. Andrew.”

An: “Yes?”

As: “Why are we here? The hitman is in our motel room.”

He just couldn’t shake the feeling of something bad happening to him when they entered that room, or Ashley for that matter. He couldn’t tell if she had an idea, or if she was just excited to enter the room with the hitman.

An: “I just don’t like the idea of walking into a room, where someone is waiting to kill us. Just let me think..”

They slowly wandered around the room staring at a different assortment of items, the tables and stands proudly decorating the room–and the tempting coffee pot that’s scent wafted through the air, undoubtedly making him want some. He got shivers thinking about his last summer job…hopefully it wasn’t as bad. Just then a small noise emitted from the elevator at the edge of the room; signaling that someone was coming up.

A small person walked out, fucking hell. He slowly approached the cultist who seemed more confused about why they were there rather than who they were–which was actually kind of worrying for him.

C: “Huh? I thought I was the last one here…”

An: “Hey there! Are you done below?”

Andrew was decent at creating lies, but recently even his acting had gotten better. It was all thanks to Ashley no doubt. All her fake acts, and strange emotions were things that made him think she just did things for the hell of it.

C: “Uhm..yes? Who are you.”

An “We’re from the catering. There was an issue with the amount of cakes.

Andrew fabricated a small twist on things he’d heard earlier. Luckily, he was able to catch the cultist in the act about the cake, though he didn’t realize that this cultist and that one were the same person. He almost laughed at the reaction of the cultist.

C: “Oh..Err-, t-that…Y-yeah one of them went missing…somehow.”

An: “Mind if we take a look?”

C: “Maybe there was just a mix-up with the amount of cakes?”

An: “It’s no problem for us to take a look anyway. Come on then.”

C: “...Uhh..O-okay? Right this way..”

Andrew congratulated himself in his head. He wasn’t expecting that to actually work, but maybe he was just getting more persuasive and was slowly getting better at getting into people’s heads and shit. The cultist definitely wasn’t intimidated as Andrew wasn’t intimidating, so it was probably more so his words than his wounds.

As: “What the hell are you doing?

An: “Shh.”

They slowly followed behind the cultist into the elevator, the smaller figure pressing a button to go to the bottom floor he’d previously been in; and the floor that they attempted to summon a demon on. Who was he to judge their hobbies, but their efforts were pretty much useless as they hadn’t summoned one yet? He reached the room with the circle in it–remaining as bright red as before, and the strange melody drowned his ears in its roar, silencing shortly after.

C: “See the carts are gone already.”

“I understand. I only wanted to see if the cake had fallen off somewhere. But I’m starting to think someone stole it. It might’ve been misplaced here somewhere..”

The cultist let out a quiet, but apparent gulp in the middle of his chatting; he was sure the culprit of the cake was the cultist. It was ironic how a cultist felt bad about stealing a cake and not summoning a demon.

He slowly walked into another room that was in the area, finding around 666 dollars within the compartment. These cultists really went above and beyond to sell the whole, “We love the devil” vibe that they were attempting to put out. He was kind of bummed there was no ID or card or something.

An: “I was kind of hoping for an ID, or a credit card, or anything…”

As: “If you’re not happy with what you got, I’d be glad to take it off your hands.”

Sometimes Andrew was surprised he was the more sensible one, her sense of greed was insanely worrying to him. She was a hoarder by heart, and honestly, their personalities conflicted, but they worked pretty well together too.

An: “I’ll give you half.”

As: “Really??”

It really didn’t matter to him, as most of their money was shared between them anyway, usually Ashley spending more than himself. Though, Andrew was a simple creature–he just needed things to keep him alive, and he was content with life. He quickly held out 333 dollars for her to take; which she did with no hesitation.

As: “Hehee! Thanks, daddy!”

He quickly facepalmed once more, he couldn’t handle this girl sometimes; she was so rocking, and wild, while he was calmer, and straight-headed. What a weirdo he was currently stuck with for a while.

An: “God you’re so one-note…and that note is off-key.”

As: “Awh. I know you love me.”

An: “Less every day.”

As: “..........Glad you got that out of your system.”

Andrew let an angry blink occur, this girl was so manipulative sometimes, and it pained him more and more that he would dive into her strange and obsessive remarks, but there was something with her that he just couldn’t afford to give up or let go. Plus, they were in this together–whether he liked it or not.

An: “Woman, I just gave you a small fortune! That fact should speak for itself.”

He watched her let out a small giggle–thankful she wasn’t angry, or at least pretending to be angry anymore. He examined the room a tad more, finding a familiar red book and some other useless junk scattered around the room with hardly any use at first glance.

They re-entered the seance room once more, searching around the different stools, table, and a bit around the stage. They were mainly snooping for any details they could do to get this show rolling. There were a few items worth noting, like the music, which they needed to get started. He was going to leave it before Ashley spoke up.

As: “Well since we’re here, wanna give this a go?”

An: “Would you be up for it?”

As: “Nah, I’d hate to summon a demon. Sorry..”

Andrew tilted his head in confusion, why was she always so complex for no reason all the time? Surely she didn’t just change her mind with a snap of her fingers, he stared in confusion for another second.

As: “Yeah, I’m up for it, dumbass! Why’d you think I offered?”

An: “Jesus...Just checking. You’re the one who’s gonna have to talk to it. Ask it to get rid of the visitor in our room.”

As: “Why can’t you talk to it?”

An: “For whatever reason things went well for you last time..”

As: “Alright, fineeeee.”

He gave a soft smile as she elongated her agreement to the seance. To be fair, they had only done it once, and once was enough for him to try and involve himself in–if it went so well for Ashley, maybe she could keep this weird safety going. He spoke once more, just loud enough for the cultist to hear.

An: “I heard if you offer your blood, all your sins will be forgiven~.”

C: “Where does it say that…? N-not that I know of any thieves.!”

“Lord Unknown said it. Don’t tell me you didn’t know that much.”

Just on cue, Ashley backed him up. While most of the time he was pained to have to deal with such a girl, but sometimes she came in handy in different situations. So maybe he was a little thankful for her.

As: “Some devotee..”

C: “How much blood do you think it is..?”

An: “Enough to draw this circle should be plenty.”

C: “Umm..Just for fun, maybe I’ll do it.”

And the Cultist, true to his word, slowly cut his finger on the cleaver Andrew had held and began tracing around the circle, recreating the pentagram that had already been sitting in the spot just minutes beforehand. As the young cultist artist drew his strange circle, Andrew began lighting the candles around the Pentagram. Thankfully, Ashley caught the cue and began fumbling around to get the music to restart the song.

Ashley called for the demon, once, twice, and a few other times; Andrew who was currently refuting a laugh from arising out of him after his sister had said some foolish things, and mimicked a child’s saying.

As: “Come out, come out, wherever you are! ..Say, is this even a real demon we’re summoning here?”

C: “O-of course it is! We’re just not worthy of it showing up!”

An: “Or maybe you just got lucky last time..”

Andrew chimed in, and to be fair to her, she did complete a ritual under intense pressure and situational efforts. However, all of these actions she did could be charted up to luck and many different things. He was leaning towards the side of which she got lucky.

As “Or maybe you should try fucking summoning it too! All you’re doing is standing there watching!”

Once more the useless cultist chimed in on their conversation, which was actually getting on his nerves a bit more than he’d liked, but this cultist was more gullible than he’d ever anticipated. But Andrew obliged to listen to him.

C: “That's right! We should all do our best! Even if you’re not dressed accordingly!”

Andrew spoke quietly on his next words, still loud enough to be heard by anyone close to the 3 of them, but obviously the cultist paid no mind to his previous words.

An: “What am I supposed to do then? I don’t wanna end up like our neighbor.”

As: “Summon! It’s that simple. Just invite it over! Just don’t ask it something for nothing, and it’ll be fine.”

An: “You know what..? Fine. But if it kills me, then that’s on you.”

Andrew knew that Ashley probably had no idea what she was talking about–but he was inclined to listen to her for some unknown reason. Maybe he was getting more and more attached, which softly worried him a bit. He couldn’t help but be a bit worried either at her sudden giggling and laughing.

As: “Demon, demon! Come on out!”

Andrew laughed at her, but she pointed out that he needed to speak it with them and speak it like he actually meant it. Which shouldn’t be too hard for good old Andy. He was more hoping that it wouldn’t kill him rather than reward him.

Suddenly the room darkened, the small red glow emitting from the center, turning the writing on the walls into strange shapes, and the color reminding him of a few specific things–he was unsure to quite tell what happened to it. He stayed still, a bit shocked still.

As: “OH! It’s…a bit bigger than the last one..haha.”

Just like Andrew expected, the cultist groveled onto the floor; confessing his crimes to stealing the cake from the catering as he brought it down–Andrew knew mainly because the cultist gave himself away way too much. No response. It spoke in an unknown tongue, and Andrew zoned out its strange speech. Before long, the entity slowly began fading, losing interest in English/Mortal language.

As: “WAIT WAIT WAIT! DON’T GO! I’ve got a favor to ask! Look, you can take that guy’s soul!”

The cultist let out a quick and exasperated yelp. Andrew couldn’t help but sympathize with the poor man who became homeless. The second-hand embarrassment he got when the Entity completely vanished and no signs of gangs, or whatever. All gone.

As: “....Huh. Well, that was..interesting.”

C: “Interesting!? You–!! You said-!!”

As: “Yeah, I know. But it didn’t take your soul anyway. So, so what?”

C: “So what!? You–you BITCH!”

Andrew’s eyes quickly darted towards the male, his eyebrows lowered in anger, and his cold-rotten heart beating faster than before as he quickly approached closer to his sister and the cultist. His fists curled into a ball, and he was ready to swing at the cultist, but maybe it wasn’t an ideal idea. Still, he felt so..angry.

An: “What was that?”

C: “Tch!”

Andrew gritted his teeth, and of course Ashley; who always takes advantage of situations, had a snarky reply to the one who referred to her in a disgraceful, vulgar way.

As: “Yeah, you watch your mouth, bitch. There’s two of us and one of you!”

C: “You’re both horrible! No wonder Lord Unknown just up and left!”

The classic. As most people know it; demons despise people who are horrible or treat people unkindly, unjust, or unfair. Honestly, he felt bad for the cult if its member’s virtues are not checked beforehand.

An: “Forget this. Let’s get out of here.”

C: “Good! Go! And don’t think for a second I won’t tell Six Eyes what happened!”

As: “Who gives a shit…?”

See that was something he could completely agree with her on right now–nobody cared for their strange and absent leader currently. The angry cultist wished them good riddance as they slowly went back towards the elevator and took it upwards. The cultist still angrily cussed them out, Andrew pointing back at the panel.

An: “Oh, hey. Could you get the elevator for us?”

The cultist made a few sounds in response, quickly dashing over to open the elevator, and quickly dashed back to the spot that he was moping in.

As: “What was that guy’s problem?”

An: “Us”

As: “Pfft. Whatever,”

Andrew tiredly slugged his way outside of the employee lounge with Ashley, who was trailing him closely from behind. Her shadow casts a bigger one on the pavement that adorned their path in moss and stone.

As: “Tehe!”

An: “What?”

As: “Leyley, huh? You said. Back there.”

An: “I didn’t. I said, Ley. And only because I didn’t want to use your name in front of that idiot.

As: “I’m fine with Ley. It’s a nickname of a nickname.”

An: “Well I’m fine with Ashley, so that’s what we’ll stick with.”

As: “Boo…Whatever. You’ll come around. I’ll wait.”

Andrew softly sighed at the girl's persistent attempts at him to call her that name, and he wasn’t sure where her unruly obsession started–but it’s slowly grown to replace the male that she knew as Andrew, and repainted the picture of him to fit the boy under her leash, Andy. The weak and the broken.

They sat in the alley once again, discussing a plan.




